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LXVDI
Aren't I a penman, a pensive man
And you my penswan aflutter in zeal
And thine a zealot in open field?
Then, Spin this space as a wheeling fan
On a full-moon-dark, in yellow tan
Of earth's amber-bosoms'-betweens to yield
Petals microfined ninefold and viscid.
Aeonic, and Time-begetting. Kalpakas stand
Above; below woods of Katamba and gemmy isles,
Swerga-gem, a lapidary-styled cot
Four square-bed of lips and logo's smiles.
The serpent stirs to sol, selene and to naught
Then slips, coils, steeps back in its guiles
Of Fire-Sun-Moon-Mercurially fraught
With pheuma within, the hissing sushumna.
LXIX
Is my head thy moon or such a silver plate Carved myriad, petal'd red amid the lobe With prints of .tender feet watering the robe Of thousand beats and pulses to intimate Through a sleepy, shy, reticent krait, Thelixir of life, mind, word, body-probe In a pendulous swing of desire-bob! Are you slid down to a ringed Zone's debate O'er rapid and cliff in pythonic pluck Aye! Kuntalamandala, Lotus-root Knee-Knee-deep, subtle fibre'd feather-duck Soft to this* Lotus-eater's eager brute Shook off sleep, scared of ophitic work In its sizzling creep to pyro-cute.are Of me and lurch me fore'er unageingi                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
